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But neither word nor groan did he hear from the speechles
Aksinia.
Some two miles outside the village he turned sharplj
off the road, made towards a ravine, dismounted and liftec
Aksinia off the horse, gently laying her on the ground.
He removed her warm jacket, tore the thin cotton blouse
and shirt at her breast, and groped for the wound. The
bullet had entered her body through the left shoulder-blade,
shattering the bone and emerging obliquely below the
right collar-bone. With bloodstained, trembling hands he
took his field dressing and a clean undershirt from his
saddlebag. He raised Aksinia, put his knee behind her
back, and began to bandage the wound, trying to stanch
the blood spurting out below the collar-bone. The pieces of
shirt and bandage were swiftly darkened and soaked. Blood
was even flowing from her half open mouth, and it bubbled
and gurgled in her throat. And, going numb with horror,
he realised that it was all over, that the most terrible thing
that could happen in his life had already happened.
Down the steep slope, down a little path trodden out in
the grass and sprinkled with meadow saxifrage, he cautiously
made his way into the ravine, carrying Aksinia in his arms.
Her helplessly hanging head lay on his shoulder. He heard
her whistling, sobbing breath, and felt the warm blood
leaving her body and flowing out of her mouth on to his
chest. The two horses followed him down into the ravine.
Snorting, clanking their bits, they began to chew the juicy
grass.
She died in his arms a little before dawn. She did not
recover consciousness. He silently kissed her on her lips,
which were cold and salty with blood, carefully lowered her
to the grass, and rose. Some unknown force struck him on
the chest, and he fell, dropping on his back ; but he at
once jumped to his feet in terror. He fell yet again, painfully
striking his bare head on a stone. Then, without rising from
his knees, he drew his sabre from its scabbard and began to
dig a grave. The earth was damp and soft. He worked*
with great haste, but a choking feeling clutched his throat,
and to breathe more easily he tore open the shirt at his
neck. The early morning freshness chilled his sweaty breast,
and then he found it not so hard to work He dug out the
with his hands and his sabre, not resting a moment;